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As jo a are lolling in listless languor in the hot and per-
fumed air, an invisible gnest comes dancing into the party,
and touches all with an enchanting wand. All start; all
smile. It has come; it is the sea-breeze. There is much
discussion whether it be as strong as the night before or
whether weaker. The ladies furl their fans and seize their
mantillas; the cavaliers stretch their legs and give signs
of life. All arise. You offer your arm to Dolores or Cata-
lina, and in ten minutes you are on the Alameda. What a
change! All is now life and animation. Such bowing,
such kissing, such fluttering of fans, such gentle criticisms
of gentle friends! But the fan is the most wonderful part
of the whole scene. A Spanish lady, with her fan, might
shame the tactics of a troop of horse. Now she unfurls it
with the slow pomp and conscious elegance of the bird o/
Juno ; now she flutters it with all tue langour uf a listless
beauty, now with all the liveliness of a vivacious one. Now,
in the midst of a very tornado, she closes it with a whirr,
which makes you start. In the midst of your confusion
Dolores taps you on your elbow ; you turn round to listen,
and Catalina pokes you in your side. Magical instrument!
In this land it speaks a particular language, and gallantry
requires no other mode to express its most subtle conceits
or its most unreasonable demands than this delicate ma-
chine. Yet we should remember that here, as in the north,
it is not confined to the delightful sex. The cavalier also
has his fan; and, that the habit may not be considered an
indication of effeminacy, learn that in this scorching clime
the soldier will not mount guard without this solace.

But night wears on. We seat ourselves, we take a final,
a fanciful refreshment, which also, like the confectionery of
Venice, I have since discovered to be oriental. Again we
stroll. Midnight clears the public walk, but few Spanish
families retire until a much later hour. A solitary bachelor,
like myself, still wanders, lingering where the dancers softly